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Arrived at the palace gate we were duly announced to the
governor, but his highness was not in the hospitable vein that
evening, and would not even allow us the shelter of the court-
yard, so we encamped in the open air at the foot of his outer
wall near the gateway. A band of Solibahs had pitched then-
tents a little lower down; they had just come from a hunting
expedition somewhere to the north to sell their game in
Zulphah.

Meanwhile the town governor half repented him of his dis-
courtesy, and generously resolved to give us board, though not
lodging. In pursuance of this better thought he sent some
of his attendants to the Solibahs, and purchased from them a
fine deer; this was handed over to the Na'ib's servants, who
set about dressing it for supper. The Solibahs affirmed that
it belonged to a peculiar species that never drinks water,
and whose flesh is supposed to have a super-excellent flavour;
and certainly the specimen before us was excellent eating, be-
sides being served up with an extraordinary allowance of that
best of sauces, hunger.

Next morning the Na'ib was too tired to set out early, and
we all waited where we were for an hour or more after sunrise.
Barakat and myself strolled about among the Solibah tents,
where the full forms and comparatively fair complexions of
their tenants, their large eyes very unlike the narrow peepers
of most Bedouins, and a peculiar cast of features, helped to
confirm me in the belief of what report asserts touching the
northerly origin of these wanderers, probably Syrian. The
women were unveiled, and quite as forward as the men, or
forwarder. A very pretty girl of the tribe played off this morn-
ing a trick too characteristic for omission. Its victim was the
old Na'ib, who was now up and taking his draught of early tea.
The young lady, accompanied by two of her relatives, contrived
to come and go backwards and forwards before the Persian group,
till her glances had fairly wounded Mohammed-'Alee's heart.
He engaged her in a long and endearing conversation, and
ended by a proposal of marriage. The family with well-affected
joy gave a seeming assent, and accordingly when at last we
climbed our dromedaries to pursue our journey, behold the dark-
eyed gipsy-featured nymph with an elderly Solibah relation, per-
haps her father, both mounted on scraggy camels, alongside of